PREPARATION                            63
In Ms diary of the summer of 1843 is this passage relating to scenery:
"I write at the bottom of a den more savage than the last. Turn to the left as you approach Crawford's, enter a gateway of rock, and you will reach two dens that look like the very bottom of hell. Nothing but great piles of damp mossy rocks, rotten timber, huge black cliffs, fencing you in with trees stretching across from their edges. A stream is plunging somewhere underground and breaking out into a black pool among the moss. Behind is a great heap of rocks where you descend. In front a steep descent- choked with fallen timber, and such a tangled mass of vegetation that a bear could scarce get through."
Under a pressed flower, still preserved between the pages, he wrote: "This delicate little flower, whatever it be, I place here in memory of the grimmest, dismallest den on earth, where it grew among moist precipices and rotting logs."
In the autumn of 1843 Parkman sailed for Europe from motives connected with his health. This diary of 1843-44 is more interesting than the earlier ones, his mind now being more mature and the field of his observations more varied and extensive. Not even seasickness could repress his energy and interest in the phenomena about Mm. "A turtle," he wrote, "came up at the ship's side to sleep on the quiet surface, but prudently sunk back to the depths just as Mr. Hansen was lowering me by a rope to take him prisoner." But he was attracted chiefly by the grander aspect of the sea: